Their shell and shrapnel rock the chosen land
And cleave the fair virgin soil
With wedges of fire and rancour and desolation
Sow seeds of flashing steel and stinking decomposition
Befoul the wells and rivers with human blood
Making free unasked gifts of waste, waste, waste,
Of ravaging decay, of eating, dark disease.
Their clamouring bombing planes
Dominate the dusky sky like locusts
Before them is a tender, smiling heaven
Behind them a blown-up battered hell,
Their batteries (masked and unmasked)
That are the clarion-call to peace and civilization
Unnerve and shock the alleged unmoral
Black aborigines
Murder in cold blood their women and children
And bury them alive
Under the dead weight
Of the ancient, glorious, discoloured civilization*
The victims' dying wish is
They were Roman galley-slaves at least!